The HiflcrU 

Thou liaft redecmed thy loft opinion. 

And ftiewdc thou makftfomc tender ofmylife. 

In this fairéjfdcue thou hall brought to me, 

TV/».QGpd they did mc too much iniury, 

That cueffiid 1 harkned foryour death, 

Ifit were fo.Imight hauelet alonc 
The infifunghand ofDcuglas ouer you, 

Which would haue been as fpeedy in your end 
As al the poifonous potions in the world. 

And lau*a the trechetous labour ofyour fonne, 

King. Make vp to Clifton.ile toS.NicholasGawfey. Sxit Kr. 

Enter Hot [pur. 

Hot. Ifl miftake not, thou att Harry Monmouth. 

Fr in. Thou fpcakftasif I would deny rny name. 

Hett. Myname is Harry Percy. 

Pr. Why then I fce a very valiant rebel ofthe namej 
I am the Prince ofWalcs.and thinkc not Percy 
To (hare with mcingloryany more: 

Two ftars kecpe not their motion in one fphere, 

Nor can one England brooke a double raigne 
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot . Now fhal it Harry,for the houre is come 
To end the one ofvs,and would to God 
Thy na me in armes were now as great as mine. 

TV/». Ile make it greater ere I partfrom thee. 

And al the budding honors on thy ereft 
lie crop to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no Iongerbrooke thy vanitics. 

Tbeyfiobr.Enter Falfialjfe. 

Fa/Jl. Wcll faid Hall,to it Hall. N ay you fhall find no boyes 
play here I can tel you, 

Enter D ettglasJiefighuth with Falftalffejocfalt 
don* as ifhe rvere deadthe Prince 

killeth^Ptrcy. ! 

Hot. Oh Harry thou haft robd me of my youth, 

I better brooke the lofle of brittle lifé 



Then thofé proud titlcs thou haft won ofine, 
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ofHewiethefourth. 

7hey wound my thoughts worfedien thy fwotd my flefh, 

But thoughts the flaues of hfc.and life times foole, 

And time that rakes furuey ofall the world 
Muft haue aftop. Olcouldprophecy, 

But that che carthy and cold hand of death 
Lies on mv tongtie: no Percy thou art duft 
And tood for. 

TV. For wonneSjbraue Percy.Fare thee wel great hart 
111 wcaud ambition,how much art thou fhrunke, 

When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

*A kingdom for it was too finall a bound, 

But noWtwo paces ofthe vileft carth 
7s roome inough.this carth that beares the dead 
Beares no: aiiue fo ftout a gentleman, 

Ifthou wert fcnfiblc oféurtefie 
I ftiould not make fo deart. a iew ofzeale, 

But let my fauors hide thy mang- :‘d face, 

And cuen in thy behalfe ile thanke my felfe. 

For doing thefe faire rightsoftendernefic, 

Adiew and take thy praifc with thee to heauen, 

Thy ignominy fleepe with thee in the grauc, 

But notremembredinthy Epitaph. 

HefpiethFalJialffe on thegromd. 

What old acquaintance,could not all this flefh 
Keepe in a little lifc?poore iackc farcwell, 

I could haue better fparde a better man: 

O/ ftiould haue a heauy mifléofthee, 

/fl Were much in loue with vanitie: 

Death hath not flrooke (bfat a Deere to day, 

Though many dearcr in this bloudy fray, 

Inboweld will I fce thee by and by. 

Til then in bloud by noble Percy lie. Exit, 

Fstlftaljftrtjhtb vp. 

Fal. fnboweld,ifthou inbowel mc to day,ile giueyouleaHe 
to powder mc and eate me too to morrowe.Zbloud twas time 
tocounterfct,or that hot termagant Scot had paide me feot and 
lottoo. Counterfet;'/lie,/amnocountetfét, todieistobeea 
counterfet, for hc is but the cbunterfe t ofa man, who hath not 
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